The year is 2082 and giant megacorps now rule the world. The most powerful, Zenith Unlimited, controls the entire Pacific Rim including the former United States, Canada, China, and Japan. They've constructed artificial islands across the Pacific Ocean, with a transportation network moving people and products throughout the Pacific Rim. Even the early martian and lunar colonies are under their control.

Under Zenith Unlimited people are citizens, employees, and products. Countless shell companies and subsidiaries serve under the Zenith Unlimited brand, and in turn, millions of people work for those companies. It is a dark dystopian world where only a few can truly succeed and most are left to serve under the company's whims.

In this world, the secrets of the human mind have been unlocked. Through the power of cybernetic nervous system interfaces, and even completely digital brains, the capacity to manipulate the mind is vast. Emotions and memories can be bought and sold like any other product. Preferences, desires, interests, all can be overwritten with the right code. This is a world where your brain can be hacked or clicking an advertisement might literally change your mind. Businesses might demand employees' behavior be changed digitally while on the job rather than just demand they smile. Most people will only use cybernetic implants connecting to their brains, some will use more powerful digital brain replacements but circumstances may leave them forced to downgrade and switch to using a digital brain with lower specs. It is possible to sell your memories or devote a portion of your mind to cryptocurrency mining.

This is a world where it's possible to live entirely digitally, for all the risks that entails. Between augmentation and fully cybernetic bodies, it is possible for people to look however they choose, even something other than humans if they have enough money. For many people, this is a technological paradise despite the dystopian ruling megacorp and the potential risk to their minds. For others resistance is necessary and they will never rest until they can live free.

----------

Flo gasped and shuddered in her chair. She'd been jacked into cyberspace for hours, hacking her way into Zenith's own networks. She was so close and then the ICE kicked in. She wasn't sure how she'd triggered the countermeasure programs, but what she was sure of was that the malicious code was slipping past her own protections effortlessly. The ICE wasn't just attacking her external hardware or even her datajack implants, it was going for her mind itself.

The last few hours began to fade to static as the countermeasure program started furiously attacking her memories. She groaned as she tried to reach behind her neck and pull out the datajack cable but the program locked down her movements, leaving her writhing weakly in semi-paralysis. Soon, she forgot all about trying to unplug from the net and escaping her fate. She forgot what was happening entirely. She knew the warm tingling in her head meant something was wrong but it almost felt good, like a hot massage inside her scalp.

Flo couldn't help but feel like she was forgetting something as she sat back and enjoyed the pleasant electric heat under her scalp. The ICE wasn't content to erase the last few hours of memories. The software was aggressively neutralizing the threat Flo represented by pruning away anything that could leave her capable of a repeat performance of those tricks that got her so dangerously close to well-kept secrets. Unfortunately for Flo, hacking had been everything to her, and there was a lot of information to delete. Her eyes began to roll back and cross as huge chunks of her mind were deleted with digital efficiency. Her body twitched and jerked slightly as her nervous system was subjected to a torrent of information and electrical overstimulation frying away unnecessary synapses.

Hacking had been her life, computers were everything she knew but now there wasn't much left. Flo slowly blinked, one eye at a time, as the burning in her head faded and the datajack disconnected automatically. Slowly, she looked around the room and struggled to process what was going on.

The room was lit in shades of pinks and blues by numerous monitors. Flo was wearing little more than a pair of panties and a simple white t-shirt with some company logo on it. As she sat up in her chair she tried to remember what she'd been doing. Something with those computer thingies, but that was silly, she didn't know anything about computers! She didn't know much of anything, really. She didn't even notice as a bit of drool dribbled down onto her shirt, emphasizing the curve of her large breasts as it dribbled.

After a few solid minutes of trying to remember what she was doing, or much of anything of importance Flo started getting bored. What did she do for fun? She tried to think but so much of her brain was just an empty static fog she couldn't recall anything she liked doing. Well, except for one thing. With a dull grin, she reached down and slipped her hand under her panties. She gasped, and her eyes rolled back once more as she did the one fun thing she could remember how to do. The static in her head filled with a happy pink mindless bliss as her fingers filled her slit! She liked this, maybe this could be what she did from now on. Briefly, she thought about grabbing a vibrator from her bedroom but then dimly realized she didn't know how to make it work! Maybe tomorrow she'd ask one of her nice neighbors to show her how to make the vibrator machine go. Until then she was content to play with herself, slick fingers pumping inside her, a line of drool dripping onto her tits, her head an empty fuzzy static.
